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FOREWORD 

THIS,  the  June  number  of  the  "Arguenot,"  is  the  last  edition  to  be  pub- 
lished by  the  present  editorial  staff.  For  several  of  the  staff  this  marks 
the  close  of  their  active  association  with  the  publication. 

For  these  reasons,  we  shall  utilize  this  space  in  a  short  resume  of  our  work 
this  term  and  in  a  plea,  not  to  the  prospective  Seniors  alone,  but  to  the  entire 
school  body,  to  carry  on  where  we  must  break  off. 

From  a  school  paper  the  "Arguenot"  has  now  been  transformed  into  a 
school  magazine.  We  have  progressed,  but  not  nearly  so  much  as  our  school 
magazine  may  progress  and  improve  in  the  future.  We  have  published  three 
issues  of  the  "Arguenot"  in  which  we  have  stressed,  not  any  brilliant  achieve- 
ments for  this  year  only,  but  the  need  of  a  lasting  foundation  for  the  future. 

Soon  after  this  edition  is  published  the  class  of  1922  will  sing  its  "swan 
song"  from  Norwood  High  School,  but  to  a  man  we  are  behind  one  of  the 
worthiest  branches  of  the  life  of  that  school — its  school  paper.  As  alumni  we 
shall  each  and  every  one  look  forward  expectantly  to  the  coming  editions  of  the 
"Arguenot."  And  we  shall  expect  improvement  and  added  quality  in  every 
line  and  page  of  the  magazine  which  will  always  be  the  pride  of  the  under- 
graduate and  the  graduate,  the  magazine  which  will  be  yours — and  ours. 
Carry  on! 
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FEOM  TWINE  TO  (CABLE 

THERE  is  a  period  in.  every  nation's  life  when  the  nation  is  insignificant 
and' small  in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  when  in  its  own  eyes  it  is  weak  in 
embodiment  and  uncertain  about  its  further  existence,  when,  like  a  piece  of 
twine,  it  is  in  danger  of  breaking  at  any  moment  from  too  great  a  strain  upon 
it.  Most  often  this  period  comes  at  the  birth  of  a  nation,  when  it  is  new  and 
inexperienced.  Often  the  period  extends  far  into  the  nation's  life,  when  the 
twine  has  been  worn  and  strained,  ravelled  and  cut  until  there  is  almost  no 
hope  for  it  to  become  strong  again. 

Our  country,  our  nation,  the  United  States,  has  been  through  its  period, 
its  state  of  twine,  and  has  passed  it.  It  has  been  worn  and  strained  greatly 
in  its  short  life,  and  it  has  ravelled  and  has  been  on  the  verge  of  breaking  a 
number  of  times.  At  its  birth  it  was  but  a  loose,  weak  piece  of  twine  com- 
posed of  thirteen  thin  fibres,  thirteen  colonies,  which  were  bound  together  by 
their  love  of  independence  and  freedom.  It  was  weak,  new,  inexperienced. 
George  Washington  called  it  a  "half-starved,  limping  nation,"  and  truth- 
fully did  he  say  this,  for  was  not  our  new  nation  scorned,  disdained,  and 
rebuffed  by  the  great  European  nations,  France  and  England? 

France  refused  to  accept  our  ambassadors  and  disdainfully  insulted  our 
government  in  other  ways,  thus  causing  a  state  of  war  to  exist  between  the 
two  countries.  England  insolently  and  with  no  heed  whatever  to  our  in- 
dignation impressed  American  seamen  into  her  navy  and  brought  on  the  War 
of  1812.  Truly,  our  country  was  mere  twine,  abused  and  strained  and 
battered  until  our  hopes  for  the  future  seemed  almost  futile. 

But  we  had  men,  great  men.  powerful  men  who  held  the  twine  together 
and  kept  it  from  ravelling.  George  Washington,  Benjamin  Franklin,  Thomas 
Jefferson,  Daniel  Webster,  Abraham  Lincoln,  Theodore  Roosevelt — these 
men  and  many  others  stand  out  in  our  country's  history  as  the  real  Americans 
who  have  made  the  United  States  what  it  is  today — -a  cable  of  steel-strength, 
the  most  powerful,  the  greatest,  the  supreme  nation  of  the  world.  Like  a 
chain  cable  of  steel  stands  our  country  today,  and  the  great  Americans  like 
Washington,  Lincoln,  and  Roosevelt  and  the  wonderful  ideals  for  which  they 
lived  are  the  links  which  have  built  this  cable. 

George  Washington,  the  father  of  our  nation,  lived  for  his  country.  He 
came  forward  when  the  United  States  were  thirteen  separate  threads,  struggl- 
ing to  become  free  from  the  yoke  of  England  and  to  bind  themselves  together 
into  a  new  nation — were  it  only  to  be  twine.  Washington  fought  and.  worked 
with  his  people  to  fulfil  their  aspirations.  He  was  entirely  self-sacrificing. 
Although  he  was  born  an  aristocrat,  he  never  chose  to  walk  in  the  primrose 
path  of  idle  and  luxurious  indulgence  which  lay  plain  and  open  before  him. 
His  one  purpose  was  to  build  up  and  glorify  his  country.  He  surrendered 
all  personal  advantage,  all  personal  ambition,  all  personal  ease  for  the  good  of 
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others  and  for  his  country's  salvation.  Self-sacrifice  and  patriotism  are  the 
links  which  Washington  contributed  to  the  cable  of  America. 

Washington's  twine  grew  stronger  and  stronger  as  the  years  passed,  as 
great  men  like  Franklin,  Jefferson,  Webster,  and  Clay  came  forth  and  con- 
tributed their  life's  work  to  the  sole  cause — that  their  nation  might  live. 
The  twine  grew  stronger  and  stronger,  more  fibres  were  added  to  it;  more 
states,  more  territories  were  added  to  the  nation,  and  more  prestige  was 
gained  among  the  nations  of  the  world. 

But  danger  stalked  near.  The  curse  of  slavery  hung  as  a  knife  over  the 
good  and  promising  twine,  threatening  to  fall  and  cut  it  asunder.  Thus, 
when  Abraham  Lincoln,  our  nation's  greatest  champion,  came  to  lead  the 
nation,  he  found  it  approaching  the  greatest  crisis  of  its  history.  He  found 
himself  in  surroundings  more  difficult  and  more  perplexing  than  any  other 
executive  of  a  government  had  ever  encountered.  But  he  grimly  pulled  his 
nation  through  the  Civil  War.  His  wonderful  simplicity  of  character,  his 
instinctive  directness  of  thought,  and  his  absolute  honesty  of  mind  won  for 
him  the  whole-hearted  support  with  which  the  North  responded  to  his  cry  to 
save  the  Union.  Taking  from  Lincoln  his  indomitable  courage,  his  tireless 
patience,  and  his  unlimited  persistence,  his  armies  saved  the  Union  from 
dissolution,  joined  together  again  the  two  separated  pieces  of  twine,  the 
North  and  the  South,  and  consequently  wiped  out  the  terrible  curse  of 
slavery.  Abraham  Lincoln  contributed  the  links  of  unity,  freedom,  equal- 
ity, and  democracy  to  the  strong  cable  which  was  to  develop  soon  after  his 
death. 

Soon  after  the  Civil  War  period,  the  cable  did  begin  to  form.  The  United 
States  began  to  grow  in  every  field — in  area,  in  population,  in  commerce,  in 
agriculture  and  in  science.  It  grew  and  developed  until  it  became  one  of  the 
world's  recognized  powers.     No  country  dared  disdain  it  now. 

Great  statesmen  continued  to  come  forth  and  better  their  country.  Per- 
haps the  greatest  of  these  was  Theodore  Roosevelt.  Theodore  Roosevelt  was 
a  fighter  and  a  worker.  He  knew  that  the  ship  never  comes  in  to  the  loafer 
on  the  dock,  that  the  country  could  not  grow  without  work:  and  he. preached 
this  doctrine.     Moreover  he  practised  what  he  preached. 

As  President  of  the  nation  he  did  not  wait  for  his  Congress  to  bring  him 
measures  to  approve.  He  took  his  own  measures  and  suggested  them  to 
Congress  for  legislation  and  all  these  measures  were  for  the  betterment  of  the 
country.  During  his  administration,  the  Panama  Canal  was  built  and  he 
sent  a  wonderful  fleet  around  the  world  to  show  how  powerful  the  United 
States  of  America  had  grown.  He  showed  the  world  a  magnificent  cable  of 
steel-strength  that  had  evolved  from  thin,  weak  twine. 

Truly,  our  nation  had  become  a  strong  cable,  and  today  it  is  more  so,  made 
up  of  links  of  unity,  freedom,  democracy,  independence,  and  self-sacrifice. 
Has  it  not  shown  its  strength  when,  in  the  Great  WTorld  War.  like  chain  and 
anchor  which  holds  a  ship  at  rest,  foiling  the  strong  tide,  it  checked  the  furious 
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onslaught  of  Autocracy  upon  Civilization  and  kept  Democracy  anchored  to 
Existence?  Has  it  not  shown  that  it  is  the  supreme  nation  of  the  world  by 
the  way  the  other  powerful  nations  have  come  to  it  for  aid,  financial  and 
economic.  In  its  short  life  it  has  had  a  comparatively  great  number  of 
crises.  Civil  wars  and  foreign  wars,  panics  and  discontent  have  obstructed 
its  way,  have  impeded  its  progress;  but  it  lives  and  it  is  powerful;  it  has 
recuperated  from  all  adverse  conditions  in  the  past. 

Now,  the  secret  of  our  nation's  infinite  power  of  recuperation  in  accord 
with  its  past  is  its  civic  religion — its  power  of  examining,  saving,  sustaining, 
regenerating,  and  reanimating  itself.  A  living  race  may  be  defined  as  an 
organization  for  resisting  the  crises  of  life.  The  United  States  is  a  living 
race.  It  has,  with  the  help  of  God  and  its  great  men,  conquered  all  its  crises. 
It  has  become  a  powerful,  Jiving  race,  the  most  powerful  in  the  world.  It  has 
grown  from  twine  to  cable. 

—MARTIN  FIREMAN,  '22. 


THE  YELLOW  RACER 

THE  big  racer  skidded  around  the  corner  on  two  wheels,  and  gathering 
speed,  dashed  madly  down  the  deserted  and  rain-swept  avenue.  The 
driver  crouched  low  in  his  seat  and  raced  desperately.  His  forehead  was 
creased  with  lines  of  worry  and  something  akin  to  fear  showed  in  his  eyes. 
The  few  automobilists  abroad  that  night  stared  at  the  great,  yellow  speedster 
in  alarm  and  amazement.  A  policeman,  stolidly  pacing  his  beat,  stood 
petrified  at  the  sight  of  such  speed  on  an  avenue  noted  for  its  safe  and  well- 
ordered  traffic.  After  a  few  frantic  but  useless  toots  on  his  whistle,  he  hurried 
to  a  phone  box  and  reported  to  the  station. 

In  the  meantime,  the  speeder  had  swept  out  of  sight.  Having  covered 
six  miles  at  this  breakneck  pace,  he  slowed  down  before  a  large,  brown  stone 
mansion.  Looking  furtively  around,  he  drove  boldly  up  the  gravelled  walk 
and  hid  the  car  in  the  rear  of  the  house.  No  lights  shone  from  the  windows 
and  the  darkness  gave  it  a  grim,  forbidding  appearance.  With  one  more 
cautious  glance  around,  the  stranger  agilely  climbed  a  water-spout  and 
reached  the  roof  of  the  back  porch.  By  means  of  a  jack-knife  he  opened  a 
window  and  crawled  into  the  dark  interior.  Feeling  about  with  his  hands, 
he  muttered  softly,  "I  must  get  that  necklace  at  any  cost.  The  happiness 
of  my  best  friend  is  at  stake." 

He  seemed  strangely  familiar  with  the  place  and  quickly  crossed  the  richly 
furnished  room  and  entered  a  library.  Kneeling  before  a  safe  in  the  corner, 
he  struck  a  match.  The  feeble  glow  revealed  slender,  sinewy  hands  and  a 
stern  but  darkly  handsome  face.  With  swift,  deft  movements,  he  fingered 
the  combination.  There  was  a  sharp  click  and  the  door  swung  open.  The 
sinewy  hands  reached  in  and  pulled  out  what  appeared  to  be  a  jewelled 
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collar,  set  with  oddly  shaped  stones.  To  make  room  for  it  in  his  pocket,  the 
stranger  drew  out  some  official-looking  documents,  all  addressed  to  "Mr. 
Harold  Blair,  United  States  Consular  Service." 

At  that  instant  a  sharp  put-put-put  could  be  heard,  and  a  moment  later, 
thunderous  knocking  awoke  the  echoes  in  the  deserted  house. 

The  intruder  swore  fervently. 

"Motorcycle  cops — and  they  must  have  seen  my  tracks  in  the  soft  gravel!" 

Escape  being  cut  off  in  the  front,  he  dashed  to  the  rear  and  looked  out.  It 
was  useless — two  men  in  uniform  were  on  guard.  The  intruder  stood  still 
and  thought  desperately.  Then  his  hand  flashed  to  his  pocket  and  out  again, 
holding  a  vicious,  short-barreled  automatic.  He  ran  to  a  front  window  and 
smashed  it  with  three  or  four  shots  in  quick  succession,  and  then  dashed 
back  to  the  rear.  As  he  had  expected,  the  volley  had  drawn  the  guards  to 
the  front.  With  one  bound  he  was  on  the  roof  of  the  porch,  and  sliding 
quickly  down  the  water-spout,  reached  his  racer.  A  moment's  delay  and  the 
staccato  puffing  of  the  motor  rent  the  night  air.  A  great  yellow  shape  hustled 
down  the  driveway  and  passed  the  astounded  police.  They  quickly  recovered, 
however,  and  running  to  the  road,  poured  a  fusilade  of  lead  after  the  fast- 
retreating  car.  A  few  bullets  tore  through  the  top  and  glanced  off  the  mud- 
guards, but  luckily  none  hit  the  tires. 

The  driver  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief  and  drove  furiously  for  about  ten  miles. 
At  length,  by  a  roundabout  route,  he  arrived  at  one  of  the  city's  show  places 
— the  magnificent  home  of  T.  Graham  Biltmore,  copper  king  and  Wall 
Street  power.  He  was  received  at  the  door  by  Miss  Rita  Biltmore,  one  of 
the  season's  prettiest  debutantes.  She  led  him  into  the  library,  locked  the 
doors,  and  faced  him  with  white  face  and  distracted  eyes. 

"Did  you  get  it?"    she  whispered  tremulously. 

"Yes."  was  the  quiet  answer;  and  the  young  man  drew  the  sparkling 
collar  from  his  pocket.  "I'm  very  sorry  I  forgot  to  bring  it  from  New  \  ork. 
My  Jap  valet  was  away,  and  as  I  had  lost  my  latch-key,  I  had  to  get  into  my 
house  through  a  window.     But  you're  not  angry  with  me  now,  are  you.  dear?" 

A  kiss  was  her  answer;  and  then,  her  eyes  shining  happily,  she  called, 
"Fido,  Fido!" 

A  little  black  spaniel,  who  had  been  sleeping  in  a  basket  near  the  door, 
roused  himself  and  sleepily  waddled  across  the  room. 

"Fido,  see  um  pitty  HI'  collar  that  Harold  brought  for  'oo,"  gushed  Miss 
Rita,  as  she  slipped  the  day-collar  around  the  neck  of  the  unappreciative  pup. 

Then  she  glanced  tenderly  at  the  young  man. 

"Thank  you  awfully,  Harold.     Was  it  much  trouble  to  get  the  collar?" 

"No  trouble  at  all,"  said  Harold — -"that  is,  not  much." 

— NORRIS  POTTER,  '22. 


THE  ARGUENOT 


MIDNIGHT  ADVENTURE 


A  VISIT  FROM  THE  SPIRIT-LAND 

"Once  upon  a  midnight  dreary,  while  I  pondered  weak  and  weary," 

Over  many  a  phrase  and  problem  of  an  ancient  tongue; 

While  I  worked  in  grief  and  sorrow  o'er  examples  for  the  morrow, 

Came  a  voice  outside  my  window,  came  a  rapping  loud  and  long. 

"'Tis  an  idle  dream,"  I  muttered,  sighing  in  my  effort  vain 

To  do  those  long-neglected  problems,  struggling  with  my  might  and  main. 

But  the  rapping  still  continued,  as  if  on  my  chamber  window, 

And  I  rose  in  fear  and  trembling  and  approached  the  window  pane. 

But  the  night  was  deadly  silent,  and  I  went  back  to  my  studies — ■ 

Went  back  to  those  awful  problems  ready  to  begin  again. 

But  lo,  upon  that  hopeless  paper,  there  they  were  in  stately  neatness — 

Rows  and  rows  of  those  hard  problems  neatly  and  correctly  done, 

And  the  Latin  all  completed,  and  the  French  verbs  conjugated, 

And  a  "po'me"  for  English  such  as  many  an  "Arguenot"  prize  had  won. 

And  I  sat  there,  wond'ring,  wond'ring  whether  I  were  'sleep  and  dreaming 

Of  a  land  where  never  were  there  English  lessons  for  to  do, 

And  I  thought  I  heard  the  church  bells,  and  I  dreamed  I  saw  St.  Peter — ■ 

But  soon  my  dream  was  ended  and  my  thoughts  were  cut  in  two; 

For  the  'larm  clock  loud  was  ringing,  and,  "Get  up"  someone  was  saying, 

"You'll  be  late  for  school,  so  hurry,  can't  you  hear  me  calling  you?" 

—CLAIRE  SULLIVAN,  '23. 


THE  AGE  OF  SPEED 

THE  twentieth  century  has  made  speed  synonymous  with  Americanism. 
The  evolution  of  speed  has  been  undoubtedly  equal  in  all  branches  of 
endeavor  and  pleasure,  resulting  in  countless  marvellous  changes  having  to 
do  with  transportation,  communication,  and  thought. 

Let  us  review,  for  example,  the  history  of  the  velocipede.  Formerly  it 
had  iron  tires  and  no  pedals,  the  rider  sitting  astride  a  cross  bar  and  coasting 
down  hill,  or  sliding  along  the  level  after  gaining  sufficient  momentum  by 
propelling  with  his  feet.  Soon,  the  velocipede  was  further  developed  by 
substituting  solid  rubber  tires  for  iron  bands  and  by  applying  pedals  to  the 
high  front  wheel  in  a  most  awkward  position.  However,  this  was  still  some- 
what unsatisfactory  till  ingenious  brains  conceived  the  present  method  of 
pneumatic  tires,  pedal,  chain,  and  sprocket.  By  building  the  bicycle  heavier, 
and  installing  a  motor,  the  motorcycle  was  invented  and  became  a  veritable 
speed  demon  capable  of  covering  over  a  hundred  miles  per  hour — a  most 
wonderful  development  of  the  old  velocipede  of  our  grandfathers. 
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Not  so  many  years  ago  the  horse  was  the  chief  means  of  transportation,  only 
to  be  superseded  by  the  "horseless  carriage"  which  in  turn  has  passed  through 
era  after  era  of  changes  until  we  have  the  perfected  type  of  automobiles. 
Even  in  these  few  years  a  horse  and  wagon  driving  through  the  streets  is  con- 
sidered almost  a  curiosity  and  certainly  a  novelty.  The  horse  who  served 
us  well  is  fast  dying  out  of  existence  and  soon  may  live  only  in  memory.  And 
still  we  progress. 

But  were  real  Americans  satisfied  to  drive  along  the  ground  at  a  rate  of  one 
hundred  miles  per  hour?  Questions  began  to  arise.  How  are  birds  pro- 
pelled through  the  air?  The  answer  to  the  question  was  the  aeroplane,  which 
was  extensively  and  successfully  employed  during  the  war  and  now  bids  fair 
to  threaten  the  popularity  of  locomotion  by  any  other  method. 

The  methods  already  mentioned  are  only  those  of  local  transportation  in 
which  individuals  may  be  interested  to  the  extent  of  ownership. 

In  the  good  old  times,  sailing  vessels,  which  required  months  between  ports 
on  opposite  sides  of  the  ocean,  were  superseded  by  steam-driven  vessels  of 
great  speed  and  capacity  to  cut  down  the  time  to  weeks.  But  still  progress 
demanded  more  speed,  resulting  in  vessels  being  built  of  design  and  power  to 
make  crossing  the  ocean  a  question  of  days.  Quickly  following  came  the 
steam  turbines  and  oil  burners  capable  of  functioning  with  still  greater 
efficiency. 

Transportation  over  land  by  steam  has  been  developed  surprisingly. 
Valleys  are  filled  in  and  levelled,  mountains  pierced,  and  time  schedules 
arranged  which  almost  endanger  lives  with  the  speed  necessary  to  live  up  to 
them. 

Huge  contracts  for  carrying  freight,  mail,  and  merchandise  have  depended 
upon  the  number  of  minutes  to  be  saved  on  runs  of  hundreds  of  miles. 

The  evolution  of  the  telegraph,  telephone,  wireless,  and  methods  of  cabling 
messages  under  water  from  continent  to  continent  are  only  a  few  of  the 
additions  to  twentieth  century  speed. 

The  average  man  has  forgotten  that  he  used  to  stroll  along  leisurely,  passing 
the  time  of  day  with  his  neighbor.  He  lives  fifteen  or  twenty  miles  from  his 
place  of  business,  makes  his  train  each  morning  in  the  nick  of  time;  upon 
arriving  at  the  office  plunges  into  a  mass  of  detail  resulting  from  this  era  of 
speed,  begrudgingly  takes  enough  time  at  noon  for  lunch  only  to  hurry  back 
to  the  office.  After  dinner  at  night  he  gets  into  his  automobile  and  drives 
perhaps  thirty  miles  before  retiring  for  the  night.  This  day,  with  a  slight 
change  of  program,  is  the  average  life  of  the  ordinary  man. 

The  quiet  of  the  old-fashioned  family  circle  is  a  thing  unknown.  Times 
demand  entertainments  unheard  of  by  our  predecessors.  We  want  movie 
shows,  assemblies,  dances,  that  have  become  a  part  of  every  day  life  and  are 
so  numerous  that  we  do  not  appreciate  them  justly,  but  look  for  new  sensa- 
tions and  always  more  speed. 


THE  ARGUENOT 


In  many  cases  mother  and  daughter  can  hardly  be  differentiated  in  style 
of  manner  and  dress,  but  such  is  the  life  of  the  age. 

Where  it  was  once  a  privilege  and  subject  of  much  concern  to  attend  a 
church  entertainment,  nearly  every  home  has  its  own  amusement  consisting 
of  pianos,  phonographs  and,  last  but  not  least,  the  latest  fad  known  as  radio. 
One  may  sit  in  his  own  home  with  a  receiver  at  his  ear,  and  with  the  instru- 
ment properly  tuned,  "listen  in"  to  entertainments  carried  on  many  miles 
away,  receive  police  news,  weather  operations,  and  latest  topics  of  the  day. 
Where  the  end  will  be  no  one  ventures  to  suggest — 'nothing  seems  impossible. 
Something  whispers,  "Can't  it  be  done  more  quickly  than  that?"  And  presto! 
we  find  a  way — but  who  would  go  back  to  the  old  order  of  things?  Neither 
you  nor  I. 

—VIRGINIA  FOWLER,  '22. 


SINGER  OF  JOYFUL  TIDINGS 

44^7  AT  will  do  for  today,  Mam'selle."     Disappointment  sounded  clearly 

*-~l  in  the  tired  voice  of  the  music  master  as  he  addressed  the  slight, 
drooping  girl  before  him.  She  was  about  nineteen  years  old  and  five  feet 
tall.  She  had  an  oddly  beautiful  face,  thin  and  very  dark,  with  large  beautiful 
grey  eyes,  which  seemed  out  of  place  with  her  black  hair.  Now  the  eyes  were 
wistful  and  despairing.  It  had  been  easy  to  read  the  disappointment  in  the 
master's  voice  and  the  girl  felt  it  keenly. 

"Tell  me  the  truth,  Mr.  Bernard.     Isn't  my  voice  worth  training?" 

"Yes,  yes,  Mam'selle,  you  have  the  voice.  Ah — yes,  you  have  the  voice. 
But,  Mam'selle,  it  is  impossible  to  try  this  song."  He  indicated  Massenet's 
"Elegie"  that  was  on  the  rack. 

"Why?" 

"Ah — Mam'selle,  you  do  not  know  life — it's  sorrows,  joys,  its  winters  and 
the  beautiful  springs  and  summers  following  these  winters.  You  must  learn 
of  these,  Mam'selle,  before  you  can  sing  this  and  many  others." 

"What  can  I  sing  then?     These  are  the  only  songs  worth  while." 

"No,  no,  Mam'selle.  'Tis  not  so.  Sing  of  the  birds,  of  the  flowers,  the 
animals.  Sing  of  joy,  of  love  and  spring,  but  leave  the  sorrows,  the  cares, 
and  tragedies  to  the  older  and  experienced  singers.  Win  a  reputation, 
Mam'selle,  as  a  singer  of  joyful  tidings.  The  time  will  come  when  you  will 
sing  the  others  as  naturally  as  you  do  these  now." 

"But,  Mr.  Bernard,  that  isn't  what  I  want.  I  want  to  sing  everything — ■ 
to  be  able  to  express  every  kind  of  emotion  through  my  voice.  Don't  you 
understand?" 

"Certainly,  I  understand,  Mam'selle,  but  I  understand  something  else  also 
— that  you  cannot  do  it — yet." 

"But  I  will  do  it.     Give  me  one  more  week  on  it.     I'm  sure  I  can  do  it." 
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"Very  well,  but  I  know  differently." 

For  the  next  week  Rita  Nagle  worked  diligently.  Three  and  four  hours  a 
day  were  put  in  on  the  difficult  piece.  The  next  Tuesday  Rita  was  delighted 
and  expectant.  She  was  sure  she  would  prove  satisfactory.  But  after  her 
first  rendering  of  the  song,  the  master  shook  his  head  slowly  and  sadly. 

"No  Mam'selle,  it  will  not  do.  It  is  good.  Ah — yes,  it  is  very  good. 
The  high  notes  are  exquisite,  but,  Mam'selle,  you  do  not  understand  it.  You 
cannot  understand  the  singer's  grief;  you  cannot — but,  Mam'selle  I  cannot 
explain  it.     It  will  come  to  you." 

During  the  next  three  years  Rita  Nagle  worked  as  she  had  never  worked 
before.  From  choir  singer  in  one  of  the  smaller  churches,  she  came  to  be  one 
of  the  most  popular  singers  on  Broadway.  It  was  a  common  thing  to  hear, 
"Are  you  going  to  the  concert  tonight?"  "Yes,  Rita  Nagle  is  to  sing." 
Often  people  wondered  why  she  never  sang  of  sorrow;  why  her  songs  were 
always  of  joy, — the  birds  and  springtime;  why  she  never  sang  of  sorrow  and 
cares?  Truly  Rita  Nagle  had  gained  a  reputation  as  a  "singer  of  joyful 
tidings."  When  three  years  had  passed,  Rita  again  came  to  Mr.  Bernard 
and  sang  the  "Elegie."  But  he  shook  his  head  and  said,  "No,  Mam'selle, 
you  are  not  yet  ready.  But  it  will  be  soon.  Come  to  me  in  six  months  and 
I  will  see." 

Three  months  later  Rita  announced  her  engagement  to  Sydney  Aensworth. 
a  rising  young  lawyer.  One  month  after  this  a  typhoid  epidemic  swept  New 
York,  taking  among  its  first  victims  her  father  and  only  brother.  The  follow- 
ing week  Sydney  Aensworth  was  taken  ill.  Nurses  were  not  to  be  had  for 
love  or  money,  so  Rita  took  care  of  him,  herself.  It  was  a  bitter,  desperate 
struggle.  Often  the  poor  girl  thought  that  she  would  drop  from  want  of 
sleep.  She  grew  wan  and  pale,  but  for  five  long  weeks  she  bravely  and 
tenderly  cared  for  her  lover.  Then  when  he  was  convalescing  he  suddenly 
had  a  bad  turn  and  became  even  worse  than  before.  At  last,  with  Sydney 
well  on  the  way  to  recovery,  Rita  thought  she  would  go  to  the  country  for  a 
rest.  The  day  before  she  started,  she  received  a  short  note  from  Air.  Bernard 
reminding  her  of  her  promise  to  call  upon  him.  Tired  and  worn  out  she  went 
to  his  rooms  the  following  morning.  "I  won't  be  able  to  sing  a  note,"  she 
said  to  herself.  "I'm  so  tired  I  really  don't  care.  I  don't  see  why  I  came/' 
While  singing  the  song  she  hardly  seemed  to  know  or  care  what  she  was 
singing.  She  thought  only  of  the  long  pleasant  rest  for  her  in  the  country. 
When  she  had  finished  Mr.  Bernard  cried: 

"Magnifique,  Mam'selle!  splendid!  What  did  I  tell  you?  Mam'selle,  you 
will  be  the  greatest  singer  in  the  world." 

Rita  Nagle's  name  became  known  all  over  the  world — in  England,  France, 
Japan  and  Germany.  In  spite  of  the  fact  that  she  could  sing  any  role  she 
refused  to  sing  any  but  the  joyful  ones.  She  said.  "I  wish  to  be  known  as 
the  Singer  of  Joyful  Tidings." 

—DOROTHY  KELLEY,  '23. 
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BY  THE  SEA 

Bv  the  blue  sea  I  sit  and  dream. 

The  moon  is  high,  the  wind's  asleep, 

A  great  calm  broods  o'er  the  sea, 

While  ships  like  lilies  lie  at  rest. 

Upon  the  water's  quiet  breast. 
In  silence  hushed,  do  all  things  seem, 
As  by  the  sea  I  sit  and  dream. 

By  the  blue  sea  I  rest  content. 

All  sorrows  that  the  years  have  brought, 
I  give  them  to  the  ebbing  tide 
To  scatter,  scatter  far  and  wide, 
By  lake  or  stream,  drifting  from  me 
As  I  dream  beside  the  deep  blue  sea. 

—VIOLA  THOMPSON,  '23. 


AMERICA'S  IMMORTAL  TRIO 

FOREVER  linked  with  the  fair  name  of  America  will  be  the  names  of  her 
three  great  patriots,  Washington,  Lincoln  and  Roosevelt.  Their  names 
and  deeds  are  written  in  the  language  of  every  civilized  people — but  this  glory 
is  not  momentary,  it  is  permanent.  To  them  is  the  honor  of  going  down  in 
history  to  posterity  as  symbolizing  all  that  is  just  and  honorable  in  America. 
This  is  indeed  an  honor  coveted  by  many  but  attained  by  few.  But  has  the 
fickle  goddess  Fortune  singled  out  these  three  from -all  of  America's  great 
leaders  through  mere  luck  or  chance?  The  answer  is  clearly  and  emphatically, 
No!  To  them  has  come  this  distinction  and  tribute  not  because  they  were 
rich  or  poor,  not  because  of  their  religious  or  political  scruples,  but  they  have 
attained  this  greatness  because  to  their  indomitable  courage  obstacles  were 
but  another  incentive  for  victory  and  because  they  have  contributed  more 
toward  making  America  what  she  is  today  than  any  other  three  men  in  the 
nation's  history-  But  let  us  analyze  the  special  qualities  of  each  which  have 
made  him  stand  head  and  shoulders  above  the  throng. 

The  first  of  these  great  personages  is  George  Washington,  a  man  whose  life 
was, devoted  entirely  to  the  making  and  the  welfare  of  his  country.  A  few 
bare  facts  of  his  life  show  us  the  uniqueness  of  his  character.  He  was  born 
in  the  early  eighteenth  century  of  noble  and  aristocratic  parentage.  His 
early  life  was  spent  in  Virginia  where  he  received  a  fair  education.  He  is 
first  brought  to  public  notice  through  his  mission  to  a  French  fort  during  the 
French-Indian  War.  From  this  time  on  until  his  death  in  seventeen  ninety- 
nine  he  remains  prominent  in  history  by  his  genius  as  commander-in-chief 
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of  the  Colonial  forces  during  the  stormy  days  of  the  Revolution  aud  later  as 
President  of  the  United  States  when  the  slightest  misrule  would  have  dis- 
united the  colonies  beyond  hope  of  recovery.  During  those  days  the  country 
needed  a  wonder  and  she  had  him  in  the  personage  of  George  Washington. 
With  his  power  and  resources  he  could  have  retired  and  led  an  existence  of 
luxury  and  ease;  but  no!  He  preferred  the  hardship  of  Valley  Forge  and  the 
toil  of  office  all  for  a  cause  he  knew  to  be  just. 

The  second  great  character  in  American  History  is  Abraham  Lincoln,  the 
lanky  patriot  of  the  Middle  West  and  champion  of  the  oppressed.  Born 
nearly  a  century  later  than  the  father  of  his  country  but  of  vastly  different 
circumstances,  Lincoln's  parents  were  possessed  of  far  less  material  wealth 
than  those  of  Washington;  but  they  were  by  no  means  less  noble.  Contrary 
to  Washington,  Lincoln  was  forced  by  necessity  to  spend  the  greater  part  of 
his  boyhood  in  manual  labor  and  was  allowed  few  opportunities  to  attend 
school,  consequently  what  education  he  obtained  was  the  product  of  his  hard 
labor  and  keen  desire  to  learn.  When  about  thirty  he  decided  to  open  a  law 
office  and  because  of  his  upright  dealings  he  gained  the  name  of  "Honest  Abe." 
Later  he  was  elected  to  the  legislature  and  finally  in  eighteen  sixty  to  the 
presidency  of  the  United  States.  The  term  when  Lincoln  was  captain  of  the 
ship  of  state  was  the  hardest  and  involved  more  weighty  problems  than  any 
since  our  country's  birth.  The  dark  and  bloody  days  of  the  Civil  War  were 
enough  to  test  the  courage  and  dismay  the  heart  of  the  bravest.  But  these 
conditions  which  would  have  broken  the  strength  and  courage  of  many  could 
not  avail  on  this  great  man  of  the  hour,  who  with  little  former  reputation 
rose  from  the  multitude  and  led  this  country  over  the  treacherous  shoals  where 
thousands  would  have  failed.     To  him  this  land  owes  the  greatest  tribute. 

The  third  great  national  hero  is  Theodore  Roosevelt,  a  product  of  our  own 
generation  and  a  man  whose  life  involved  so  many  and  varied  activities 
beneficial  to  mankind.  The  mere  reading  about  his  life  gives  one  a  deeper 
and  greater  conception  of  the  duties  and  privileges  of  being  an  American. 
He,  like  Lincoln,  lived  through  childhood  under  a  great  handicap.  This 
time  it  was  not  a  fight  for  education  but  a  fight  for  health.  Roosevelt  first 
breaks  into  national  prominence  through  his  heroic  action  and  expert  leader- 
ship in  the  Spanish-American  War,  from  whence  he  returned  to  be  elected 
Vice-President  and  then  President  of  the  United  States.  Unlike  his  two  famous 
predecessors,  his  term  was  not  marred  by  a  period  of  war,  but  it  was  a  period 
of  peace  and  conquest  along  industrial  lines.  His  term  was  one  of  prosperity 
and  one  which  many,  had  they  held  the  helm,  would  have  taken  as  an  oppor- 
tunity for  rest  and  ease.  But  this  Avas  not  Roosevelt's  nature.  During  his 
term  more  great  achievements  were  begun  or  accomplished  than  in  any 
administration  in  peace  time.  Because  he  always  held  the  interest  of  his 
country  first,  when  he  died  a  few  years  ago  he  was  not  remembered  as  a 
statesman,  orator,  president,  explorer,  or  naturalist,  but  simply  as  an  Ameri- 
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By  this  rapid  review  of  the  leading  facts  in  the  lives  of  these  three  great 
men  we  see  that  they  came  from  different  walks  of  life  and  different  sections 
of  our  land.  No  political  body  can  claim  them  all,  no  one  profession,  period 
or  territory  can  boast  of  them  all;  yet  these  three  are  cherished  deeply  in  the 
hearts  of  all  true  Americans.  Their  names  and  deeds  shall  live  and  die  with 
America.  But  the  hall  of  fame  is  not  necessarily  limited  to  three,  some  one 
in  the  future  undoubtedly  will  rise  in  an  hour  of  need  to  equal  the  achieve- 
ments of  these  men.  Washington  freed  and  welded  the  thirteen  states  into 
one  great  body.  Lincoln  preserved  and  welded  more  firmly  the  band. 
Roosevelt  proved  to  the  world  that  we  are  a  nation  firmly  united  and  second 
to  none.  We  cannot  judge  the  greatest.  Without  the  work  of  the  one,  the 
work  of  the  other  would  be  fruitless;  and  so  if  in  future  time  another  great 
man  arises,  he  can  do  no  better  than  equal  the  accomplishments  of  these  three 
men,  "America's  Immortal  Trio,"  to  whom  a  grateful  people  owes  the  greatest 
and  deepest  respect  and  honor. 

—RICHARD  E.  WINSLOW,  '22. 


IF  IT  WEKE  ONLY  TRUE 

I  had  a  dream  the  other  night, 

That  made  me  hold  my  breath  quite  tight 

With  joy! 
For  oh  if  only  my  dream  were  true, 
Think  how  much  joy  for  me  and  you! 

Oh  Boy! 
I  dreamt  that  a  certain  day  in  school 
There  wasn't  even  a  single  rule 

To  mind! 
We  could  play,  and  fool,  and  laugh,  and  shout, 
Or  do  what  we  pleased  until  school  let  out. 

No  grind! 
The  Dean  being  out,  no  rubbers  we  wore, 
Just  fancy  us  all  being  thrilled  to  the  core 

At  this! 
I  can't  relate  all  of  the  things  that  were  done, 
But  suffice  it  to  say  we  had  oodles  of  fun! 

Oh  Bliss! 
At  the  end  of  the  day  Mr.  Grant  did  announce 
That  that  very  same  night  we'd  give  Dedham  the  bounce 

For  good! 
So  at  Everett  Hall  that  night  we  all  met, 
You  couldn't  have  kept  us  at  home  on  a  bet! 

Who  would! 
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Wc  cheered  until  we  could  cheer  no  more, 

And  at  the  end  of  the  game  announced  the  score! 

Oh  list! 
For  ninety  to  nothing  was  what  we  beat  them, 
And  never  once  did  we  try  to  cheat  them! 

But  hist! 
For  just  at  this  most  exciting  point, 
I  felt  a  crick  in  one  of  my  joints, 

And  'woke! 
And  I  heard  the  sound  I  know  so  well, 
The  clanging  of  the  breakfast  bell! 

No  joke! 
But  whenever  I  think  of  my  dream  that  night, 
I  still  do  hold  my  breath  quite  tight 

With  joy! 
And  oh  if  only  the  dream  wrere  true, 
Think  how  much  joy  for  me  and  you! 

'Oh  Boy! 

—BARBARA  BARR,  '23. 


SCHOOL  ACTIVITIES 


"CLARENCE" 

As  their  annual  play  the  Senior  class  this  Spring  presented  Booth  Tarking- 
ton's  comedy,  "Clarence."  The  production  was  under  the  direction  of  Prof. 
R.  H.  Burnham,  of  the  Emerson  College  of  Oratory,  and  to  him  belongs  a 
considerable  portion  of  praise  for  its  success.  And  that  it  was  a  success  is 
proven  by  the  capacity  houses  which  greeted  it  on  both  evenings. 

The  title  role  was  taken  by  Douglas  Johnston  and  his  portrayal  of  the 
ex-soldier  and  "bug  expert"  was  excellent. 

Dorothy  Griffin  and  Richard  Winslow  as  the  aristocratic  Mrs.  and  Mr. 
Wheeler  respectively  carried  off  their  lines  in  an  appropriately  sedate  and 
dignified  fashion. 

Lois  and  Edwin  Readel  were  decidedly  realistic  as  sister  and  brother  in 
their  continual  brawling  and  quarreling. 

Ethel  Fitzpatrick's  manner  of  displaying  scorn  and  haughty  indifference 
made  a  great  "hit,"  too  (especially  with  Clarence,  of  course). 

Gertrude  WTragg  made  a  typical  ever-curious  and  inquisitive  house  maid 
and  her  assumed  "brogue"  added  to  the  effectiveness  of  her  acting. 

James  Pellowe  left  nothing  to  be  desired  in  the  way  of  a  villain,  and  quickly 
won  over  the  unanimous  hatred  of  the  audience,  quite  as  a  villain  should. 

Dorothy  Shumaker  and  Martin  Fireman  in  the  minor  roles  of  secretary 
and  butler  also  added  to  the  general  merit  of  the  play. 
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GLEE  CLUB  CONCERT,  MAY  19,  1922 

The  Glee  Club  concert  this  year  was  a  tremendous  success.  This  was  due 
largely  to  the  fact  that  the  Boys'  and  Girls'  Glee  Clubs,  under  the  direction  of 
Miss  Hall,  did  their  very  best  all  thru  the  school  year,  and  it  was  only  natural 
that  they  were  able  to  present  a  program  of  exceptional  music. 

The  program  included  such  well  known  selections  as  "Carmen,"  "Sara- 
bande,"  "Carry  Me  Back  to  Old  Virginny,"  and  a  "special"  entitled,  "Please 
Won't  You  Be  My— Hm?" 

In  addition,  it  was  the  good  fortune  of  the  Director,  Miss  Hall,  to  have  Mr. 
Robert  Burlen.  His  witty  and  clever  songs,  monologues,  and  poems  were 
enjoyed  by  the  large  crowd'that  attended. 

Manuel  Berman,  in  behalf  of  the  Glee  Clubs,  presented  Miss  Hall  with  a 
splendid  baton.  We  wonder  how  she  was  able  to  make  the  last  one  serve 
so  long,  considering  the  gymnastics  necessary  for  such  an  occasion. 

The  orchestra  gave  five  operatic  selections,  which  rounded  out  this  well 
chosen  musical  program,  and  Mr.  Burlen  ended  with  several  striking  im- 
personations. 

The  Glee  Clubs'  Invitation  Dance  was  held  in  Social  Hall  from  ten  until 
twelve  o'clock,  and  the  Glee  Club  members  and  Guests  had  a  mighty  fine 
time,  you  may  be  sure! 

— H.  C.  N,  '24. 


THE  CHANDLER  SHORTHAND  CONVENTION 

On  Saturday,  May  13,  the  annual  Chandler  Shorthand  Convention  was 
held  in  the  Fenway  Theatre  in  Boston.  About  60  delegates  from  Norwood 
attended.  We  went  in  on  the  9.17  train  from  Norwood  Central  and  after 
arriving  at  Back  Bay,  we  walked  to  the  Fenway.  There  were  many  schools 
represented  from  Connecticut,  New  Hampshire  and  Massachusetts. 

Mrs.  McDonald  was  chairman  of  the  convention.  After  delivering  a  few 
words  of  welcome  and  explaining  the  absence  of  Mrs.  Atherton,  the  author 
of  the  Chandler  Shorthand,  the  roll  was  called.  Many  interesting  and 
original  answers  were  given  as  each  school  responded  to  the  roll. 

After  the  roll  was  called  there  were  selections  by  the  Somerville  High 
School  orchestra.  Then  Commissioner  Payson  Smith  of  the  State  Board  of 
Education  was  introduced  by  Mrs.  McDonald.  He  gave  a  very  interesting 
talk  on  the  wonderful  opportunities  of  the  present  generation,  the  conditions 
of  the  business  world  and  especially  of  the  high  intellectual  and  mental  power 
of  the  present  generation. 

The  dictation  class  was  then  held,  conducted  by  Mrs.  Upton.  She  dictated 
material  at  one  hundred  words  a  minute  and  then  the  pupils  read  it  back  to 
her  without  the  slightest  hesitation. 

Reading  Chandler  Shorthand  from  slides  by  all  the  schools  was  next  on  the 
program.     This  was  also  conducted  by  Mrs.  Upton.     On  the  last  slide  was 
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a  farewell  song  written  in  Shorthand  to  the  tune  of  "Auld  Lan.g:' Syne,  which 
everyone  sang. 

At  the  close  of  the  program,  Norwood  delegates  parted  in  groups  to  go  to 
luncheon.  At  two  o'clock  we  met  at  the  Wilbur  Theatre  where  we  planned 
to  see  "The  Last  Waltz."  It  is  needless  to  say  that  everyone  enjoyed  the 
comedy. 

We  came  home  on  the  5.28  tired  but  happy  in  that  we  had  had  a  very 
pleasant  time  and  resolved  to  attend  the  next  annual  convention  of  the 
Chandler  Shorthand. 

—IRENE  READEL,  '23. 


ATHLETICS 

Norwood  High's  Baseball  Season 

If  we  were  to  judge  Norwood  High's  baseball  season  by  games  won  and 
lost  only,  it  could  not  be  classed  exceptionally  high  or  remarkable;  but  when 
we  consider  that  at  the  opening  of  the  season  there  were  just  three  veteran 
players  from  last  year's  nine,  then  do  we  realize  that  the  team  has  really 
"made  good." 

At  this  writing  Norwood  High  has  played  twelve  games,  winning  seven, 
and  losing  five.  Of  the  losses,  two  were  to  teams  out  of  Norwood's  class, 
namely  Boston  College  H.  S.  and  St.  James'  School  of  Haverhill,  and  two 
others  were  to  teams  Norwood  had  previously  defeated.  Only  one  defeat 
therefore,  carries  any  real  sting,  and  that  was  wiped  out  when  Norwood 
defeated  Dedham  at  Dedham  on  June  3,  2  to  1. 

In  view  of  the  fact  that  at  the  outset  coach  "Bennie"  Murray  had  only 
three  veterans,  and  that  two  of  these  had  to  be  transferred  to  new  positions 
to  fill  up  "gaps,"  he  deserves  heaps  of  credit  for  the  successful  team  he  has 
built  up  from  "green"  material. 

"Artie"  Eckholm,  the  captain  of  the  team,  has  done  the  bulk  of  the  pitch- 
ing, and  has  done  it  in  great  style,  too.  With  an  abundance  of  speed,  a  sharp- 
breaking  curve,  and  excellent  control,  Eckholm  has  combined  a  fine  change-of- 
pace  and  good  "headwork,"  factors  that  have  made  him  one  of  the  best 
pitchers  Norwood  has  had  for  some  time.  When  Captain  Eckholm  has  not 
been  in  the  box  "Tony"  Karshis  has  done  the  twirling  very  acceptably. 

"Bud"  Dower,  last  year's  second-baseman,  has  been  shifted  to  catcher  this 
Spring  and,  while  new  to  the  position,  has  improved  rapidly  from  the  start. 

"Jinxie"  Lay  ton  at  first  base  has  played  a  good  game  throughout.  His 
fielding  has  been,  quite  steady  and  he  is  one  of  the  leading  batters  on  the  squad. 

"Eddie"  Readel,  the  third  "vet,"  has  been  moved  in  from  left-field  to  second 
base.     There  he  has  been  an  excellent  fielder  and  a  hard  hitter. 

Kiley,  at  third,  has  filled  up  one  of  the  team's  biggest  "holes."  He  has 
improved  steadily,  both  in  batting  and  fielding,  and  along  with  Readel  is  one 
of  the  fastest  men  on  the  team. 
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"Mickey"  Drummey,  the  regular  shortstop,  has  been  a  fair  hitter  and  a 
dependable  fielder. 

The  outfield  is  composed  of  Vietze  in  left,  Hayes  in  center,  and  Foren  in 
right.  Vietze  and  Foren  are  hard  and  tireless  workers  while  Hayes,  besides 
being  a  hard  hitter,  covers  lots  of  ground  and  has  a  fine  "whip." 

Hammersley  has  "subbed"  at  first-base  and  at  catcher  and  besides  being 
very  speedy  has  done  some  good  hitting.  McDonough  also  has  done  well 
when  used  in  the  outfield.  The  following  is  a  summary  of  the  games  played 
thus  far: — ■ 

Boston  College  H.  S.  vs.  Norwood 

On  April  19  at  the  Civic  field  Norwood  lost  its  opening  game  to  B.  C.  High, 
4-2,  in  a  game  that  went  12  innings.  It  is  very  evident  Norwood  played  a 
good  game  when  one  remembers  B.  C.  High  has  lost  only  one  contest  this 

season. 

*  *     * 

Norwood  2 — Franklin  i 
April  20  at  the  Civic  Norwood  High  produced  her  first  victory,  at  the  ex- 
pense of  Franklin  H.  S.  and  by  a  score  of  2-1.     Karshis  pitched  a  good  game 
for  Norwood,  securing  13  strikeouts  and  allowing  only  five  hits. 

*  *     * 

Norwood  vs.  St.  James 
April  26,  Norwood  journeyed  to  Haverhill  and  was  there  defeated  by  St. 
James'  School  by  a  score  of  9-0.     Eckholm  pitched  well  but  his  support  was 

rather  ragged  and  his  team-mates  failed  to  hit  in  the  "pinches." 

*  *     * 

Norwood  5 — Mansfield  i 
Norwood  High's  next  game  was  with  Mansfield  and  was  played  at  Norwood 
on  April  29.     The  result  was  an  easy  victory  for  the  home  team,  5-1 .    Readel'  s 

fielding  and  batting  and  Eckholm's  pitching  were  features. 

*  *     * 

Norwood  4 — Framingham  3 
May  3,  Norwood  beat  Framingham,  4-3,  in  a  game  played   at  the   Civic. 
Karshis  pitched  well  until  the  ninth  when  the  opposing  team  scored  3  runs. 
But  Captain  Eckholm  stopped  the  rally  immediately  after  relieving  "Tony." 

*  *     * 

Norwood  Beats  West  Roxbury 

Saturday,  May  6,  Norwood  played  and  defeated  West  Roxbury  H.  S.  at 

the  Civic.     The  local    team    batted  hard  and  scored  ten  runs  while  West 

Roxbury  had  difficulty  in  scoring  one.     For  Norwood,  Dower's  catching  and 

Eckholm's  pitching  featured  while  McDermott  played  well  for  West  Roxbury. 

*  *     * 

Norwood  Defeats  Old  Rival 
On  May  10,  Norwood  High  decisively  defeated  Walpole  High,  11-5,  in  a 
game  played  in  Norwood.     Walpole  led  for  a  while  but  Hayes'  two  base  hits 
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with  two  men  on  in  the  sixth  inning  broke  up  the  game.     The  all-around 

work  of  Hayes  was  the  feature  of  the  game. 

*  *     * 

Norwood's  Fifth  Straight 
May  13,  Norwood  won  her  fifth  straight  game  by  beating  Bridgewater, 
5-1,  at  the  Civic  field.     Early  in  the  contest  Layton  drove  out  a  long  home 
run  for  Norwood  and  from  then  on  Bridgewater  never  threatened.     Karshis 

pitched  a  very  creditable  game. 

*  *     * 

Norwood  16 — Needham  10 

May  17,  Norwood  beat  Needham,  16-10,  in  a  free-hitting  game  at  the 
Civic.  In  the  fifth  inning  the  entire  Norwood  team  batted  around,  scoring 
10  runs,  Layton  and  Readel  contributing  three-baggers  to  the  rally.  For 
Needham  Wagner  played  an  excellent  game,  both  in  batting  and  fielding. 

*  *     * 

Dedham  2 — Norwood  o 
Saturday,  May  20,  Norwood  was  defeated  in  a  close  and  interesting  game 
by  Dedham  H.  S.  The  game  was  played  at  the  Civic  and  the  final  score  was 
2-0.  Both  Eckholm  for  Norwood  and  Carroll  for  Dedham  pitched  "gilt- 
edged"  baseball,  allowing  few  hits  and  displaying  excellent  control.  But 
Carroll's  support  was  a  trifle  better  and  this  provided  the  winning  margin. 

*  *     * 

West  Roxbury  5 — -Norwood  2 
May  24,  Norwood  played  a  return  game  at  West  Roxbury  and  was  beaten, 
5-2.  The  score  was  tied  until  the  eighth  inning  when  Eckholm's  support 
wavered  and  on  two  errors  West  Roxbury  won  the  game.  Drummey's 
hitting  and  Captain  Eckholm's  pitching  featured  for  Norwood  and  the  play- 
ing of  McDermott  and  O'Connor  for  West.  Roxbury. 

#     *     * 

Framingham  7 — Norwood  3 
Norwood  continued  her  "slump"  when  she  was  beaten  by  Framingham  on 
May  26  at  Framingham.     The  local  team  failed  to  hit  when  hits  were  most 
needed  and  several  fielding  errors  also  aided  Framingham  to  win. 


CLASS  NOTES 


SENIOR  CLASS 

At  a  recent  meeting  of  the  officers  and  executive  committee  of  the  Senior 
class  the  following  program  for  Commencement  week  was  adopted: — ■ 
Tuesday  evening,  June  20 — Graduation  exercises. 
Thursday,  June  22  at  4  p.m. — -Class  Day  exercises. 
Thursday  evening,  June  22 — -Class  banquet. 
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The  Graduation  exercises  will  be  held  as  usual  in  Everett  Hall,  commencing 
at  8  p.m.  The  Commencement  essays  will  be  delivered  by  Francis  J.  Doran, 
Thomas  Flynn,  and  Edward  Hanlon.  The  customary  program  of  musical 
selections  by  the  school  orchestra  and  chorus  will  be  followed  out. 

The  Class  Day  exercises  will  be  held  in  Everett  Hall  and  the  following 
parts  have  been  assigned: — 

Class  history — Edward  Hanlon. 
Class  prophecy — Norris  Potter. 
Class  will — Edwin  Readel. 
Gifts  to  girls — Shirlie  Brown. 
Gifts  to  boys — Douglas  Johnston. 
The  banquet  will  be  held  shortly  after  the  close  of  the  Class  Day  exercises. 
Various  members  of  the  class  will  give  short,  informal  speeches  and  dancing 
will  be  in  order  after  the  repast. 

We  shall  close  the  Senior  class  notes  with  the  following  little  rhyme  which 
aptly  describes  our  emotion  as  we,  the  class  of  1922,  turn  into  the  "home 
stretch" — 

Now  every  Senior  class,  you  know,  at  this  time  of  the  season 
Is  all  excited,  wild  with  joy,  they  think  they  have  good  reason. 
All  thro'  the  halls  and  down  the  stairs  we  Seniors  strut  with  vigor, 
'Til  coats  and  vests  and  bands  of  hats  are  stretched  five  inches  bigger. 
Our  mouths  are  curved  in  constant  grin,  you  never  see  us  "blue," 
Oh,  heavens,  no!  for  are  we  not' the  class  of  '22? 

—VIRGINIA  FOWLER,  '22. 


JUNIOR  CLASS 

The  members  of  class  '23  are  all  ready  to  step  into  the  Senior's  shoes  im- 
mediately after  June  20.     Even  now  a  few  are  practising  "looking  the  part." 

*  *     * 

Little  question  for  today — "What  part  of  nature  does  Martin  like  best?" 
Answer:  "The  hills,  of  course!" 

*  *     * 

Dave:  "Will  there  be  an  assembly  today?" 

Miss  Elliott:  "Yes." 

Dave:  "In  the  rain?" 

Miss  Elliott:  "No,  in  the  Civic." 

*  *     * 

Heard  in  room  100  recently — "Are  you  going  to  Clarence?" 
"Tonight  I  am;  just  now  I'm  going  to  Gym." 

*  *     * 

At  the  close  of  Brutus'  speech — • 

Miss  James:  "What  are  you  waiting  for,  Bullard?" 

Bullard:  "An  answer." 
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Sophomore:  "What's  elocution?" 

Junior:  "A  method  of  putting  animals  to  death." 


*     *     * 


She:  "Why  is  he  so  'hard-boiled'?" 

He:  "Because  his  girl  keeps  him  in  hot  water." 

*     *     * 

Miss  Hart:  "What  is  the  difference  between  'cuellis'  and  'tesailler' 
Levine:  "The  spelling." 


SOPHOMORE  CLASS 

The  May  party  and  dance  held  by  the  Sophomore  class  Thursday  evening, 
May  13,  was  one  of  the  most  delightful  social  events  of  the  school  year. 
Although  the  financial  return  was  perhaps  not  as  large  as  from  some  of  the 
affairs  held  during  the  winter,  nevertheless  from  the  standpoint  of  enjoyment 
the  class  of  '24  "came  through." 


The  class  rings,  which  have  recently  been  purchased  and  distributed  among 
the  members,  are  quite  a  bit  better  than  the  ordinary  grade  of  class  emblems. 
So  far  they  have  brought  forth  considerable  favorable  comment  from  all  the 
classes. 

*  *     * 

The  class  elections  for  next  year's  officers  will  probably  be  held  early  in 
September. ' 

*  *     * 

The  present  slogan  is,  "One  hundred  per  cent  payment  of  class  dues  by 
June  15."     Let's  go,  Sophomores! 

*  *     * 

Miss  Blaisdell:  "When  the  eyes  are  shut  the  hearing  becomes  more  acute." 
Berman:  "Yes,  we  have  noticed  several  trying  that  theory  in  class  the  day 
after  a  dance." 

*  *     * 

Drummey  isn't  as  pugilistically  inclined  as  one  might  suppose  from  the 
"shiner"  he  is  sporting.     He  was  simply  "using  his  eyes"  stopping  a  "liner 
at  baseball  practice. 

*  *     * 

Miss  Blake:  "What  do  you  mean  by  'The  whole  is  greater  than  any  of  its 
parts'?" 

Cleveland:    "A  restaurant  doughnut." 
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HIGH  DEPARTMENT 


JUNIOR  HIGH  BASEBALL 

Coach  Murray  has  been  able  to  find  good  material  in  the  Junior  High 
School  for  a  team.  It  has  been  organized  by  Principal  Allen  and  captained 
by  Michael  Spierdomis. 

Mr.  Murray  and  Mr.  Allen  have  been  able  to  choose  the  team  with  the 
help  of  interclass  games.     There  are  five  teams. 

The  seventh  grade  boys  have  shown  wonderful  spirit  in  playing  boys  older 
and  larger  than  themselves.  The  standing  of  the  different  classes  are  as 
follows : 

Won  Lost  P.  C. 

9A 2  o  1 .000 

9B 1  1  .500 

7A 1  1  .500 

8A 1*  1  .500 

8B o  2  .000 

*  Forfeited. 
The  scores  of  the  games  are  as  follows: 

9B  vs.  j A,  5  to  3. 
8A  vs.  8B,  forfeited. 
9A  vs.  9B,  8  to  4. 
j A  vs.  8B,  5  to  1. 
9 A  vs.  8 A,  9  to  o. 

The  Junior  High  team  started  its  season  well  by  defeating  the  North  Junior 
High  of  Waltham,  at  the  Civic  field,  May  20. 

It  was  an  interesting  game  from  start  to  finish.  It  took  eleven  innings  for 
the  local  boys  to  win.  A  triple  by  Captain  Spierdowis,  with  two  men  on 
bases  decided  the  game.     The  score  was  8  to  7. 

A  return  game  will  be  played  with  Waltham,  at  Waltham,  June  15.  Nor- 
wood will  also  play  Walpole  Junior  High,  at  the  Civic  field,  June  I. 


JUNIOR  HIGH  ASSEMBLIES 

The  seventh,  eighth  and  ninth  grades  have  held  assemblies  in  Everett  hall 
every  other  week,  with  a  few  exceptions  throughout  the  year.  Two  teachers 
have  had  charge  of  each  assembly,  asking  pupils  to  take  part  or  calling  on 
outside  speakers,  who  have  been  very  generous  in  giving  their  time.  At  each 
assembly  the  High  School  orchestra  has  played  and  several  times  the  Glee 
Club  has  sung. 

Our  first  assembly  we  shall  remember  with  sadness,  as  it  was  the  last  time 
Mr.  Whorf  spoke  to  the  school  as  a  whole. 
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At  the  following  assembly,  Mr.  Folan,  whom  many  in  Norwood  know, 
spoke  and  read  poems  by  Edgar  Guest,  a  modern  poet. 

Two  weeks  later  our  new  principal,  Mr.  Allen,  presided  and  was  cordially 
welcomed,  especially  by  his  old  pupils  of  the  Shattuck  School.  Mrs.  Lane 
spoke  on  her  travels  in  Egypt,  which  were  very  interesting. 

In  February  we  celebrated  Lincoln's  and  Washington's  birthdays,  by 
short  historical  sketches. 

For  the  March  assembly,  girls  from  the  eighth  and  ninth  grades  gave  an 
exhibition  of  fancy  dances. 

April  was  a  busy  month  with  three  assemblies.  At  the  first,  two  historical 
dialogues  were  given.  Mrs.  Lane  spoke  on  "The  Battlefields  of  France";  at 
the  second  and  at  the  last  meeting,  we  celebrated  Grant's  birthday.  This 
was  in  charge  of  the  seventh  grades  and  took  the  form  of  a  flag  drill  and 
dialogue. 

The  subject  of  the  first  May  assembly  was  "Birds."  Miss  Hewett,  our 
librarian,  spoke  to  us  on  "The  Families  and  Habits  of  Birds"  and  used  as 
illustrations,  records  of  bird  songs. 

The  Memorial  Day  program  was  very  impressive.  Mr.  Allen  presented 
Commander  Kirk,  of  the  American  Legion,  Past  Commander  Bernier,  and 
H.  E.  Rice  representing  the  Sons  of  Veterans,  who  brought  to  us  afresh  the 
significance  of  the  day.  Songs  of  the  various  war  periods  were  sung.  Per- 
haps the  most  enjoyable  was  when  the  boys  of  the  sixth  grades  sang  "The 
Flag  Goes  By,"  with  a  member  of  their  own  grade  as  a  leader. 

June  eighth  is  to  be  our  final  assembly  to  observe  Flag  Day.  Mr.  Allen 
has  arranged  the  program,  which  will  portray  the  history  of  the  flags  used  in 
our  land,  from  the  earliest  times  to  the  present  day.  This  history  is  to  be 
divided  into  eighteen  parts  and  with  each  section  will  be  presented  a  flag  to 
represent  that  period.  These  are  the  work  of  the  members  of  the  Junior 
High  Art  Class. 

The  assemblies  have  been  a  most  interesting  phase  of  Junior  High  life  this 
year,  and  we  wish  to  thank  all  who  have  been  instrumental  in  providing  the 
splendid  programs. 

MARGARET  CAVERLY,  '2;. 


A  CONTRAST 

(Suggested  by  "Vision  of  Sir  Launfal") 

A  River  in  Winter 

Just  look  at  the  frozen  water! 

'Tis  as  frosty  and  cold  as  snow. 
Little  we  guess  that  its  master 

Is  running  along,  far  below. 


THE  ARGUENOT 


Its  halls  are  decked  with  white  statues 
Of  things  of  the  summer  clime; 

Its  song  is  of  joy  running  over 
As  it  thinks  of  a  sunnier  time. 

And  although  the  world  may  be  dreary, 

Although  the  sky  may  be  sad, 
The  book  singeth  on  in  the  winter — 

Its  work  is  to  help  us  be  glad. 

The  sky  is  all  gray  and  foreboding, 
The  wind  cuts  us  sharp  and  shrill, 

The  snowfiakes  fall  soft  on  the  earth- world, 
All  but  the  wind  is  still. 

As  night  falleth  soft  on  the  river 

And  clothes  it  in  pearly  gray, 
The  river  sings  on  in  the  twilight 

Remembering  the  soft,  silent  day. 


A  DAY  IN  JUNE 

Awake,  ye  people,  sleep  no  more. 
Summer  is  knocking  at  the  gate, 

June  is  waiting  at  the  door, 

Arise,  that  she  may  not  be  late. 

Come  to  the  woodlands,  feel  the  breeze, 
The  leaves  are  swinging  to  and  fro, 

The  bobolink  sings  happily 

As  soft  winds  gently  come  and  go. 

Clouds  drift  o'er,  the  rhythmic  beat 
Of  waves  is  pounding  on  the  shore; 

Winter  is  gone,  the  dark  skies  too, 
All  humans  list  to  nature-lore. 

Wait!     Look  around  you,  as  a  boon 
You'll  find  the  fledgings  in  their  nest 

And  if  you'll  listen  with  ears  atune 
You'll  hear  the  cuckoo  at  his  best. 
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By  all  these  signs  in  hill  and  dale, 

By  fragrant  breeze,  by  warming  sun, 
By  flowers  fair  in  every  dale 

You'll  know  that  summer's  surely  come. 

—MARY  WOLFE,  '25. 


LATIN  DEPARTMENT 


IN  LATIX  III 


Pertimesceamusin  Latin  III. 

Si  Hammersley  sciat  suum  opus 

Si  Williamson  non  vastet  suum  tempus 

Si  Barbara  Barr  obliviscatur  aspicere  "Ham." 

Si  Claire  Sullivan  non  aspiciat  Junior  High 

Si  aliquis  sciat  suum  opus  Monday 

Si  non  vocemur  de  parte  operis  quam  non  providevimus. 

Denique  non  minus  si  magistra  deficiat  dare  opus  proximo  diei. 

—MARY  LYNCH,  '23. 


'REMEMBER" 


Though,  Seniors,  you  are  going 
Into  the  world  to  do  your  part, 
Don't  forget  how  you  struggled  with 
Dear  amo,  amas,  amat. 

Though  you'll  probably  venture  far 
Into  literature  and  art, 
Never  forget  how  you  struggled  with 
Amo,  amas.  amat. 

And  so  when  your  "kids"  take  Latin 
And  bring  D's  home  with  timid  heart, 
Just  remember  how  you  struggled  with 
Your  amo,  amas,  amat. 

—GRACE  POTTER. 


TENESNE  IN  MEMORIA? 

Anno  mille  nongenti   quattuor  decim   ante  bellum  Marcus  laboravit     ut 
daretur  praemium.     Tarn  bene  laboraverat  ut  princeps  esset. 

Mox  bellum  coepit  et  statim  reliquit  suam  bonam  operamet  discessit  ad 
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castra.     Naves  solvit  ad  Galliam  et  mansit  ibi  annos  duos.     Omne  hoc  tem- 
pore pugnavit  fortiter  et  laudabatur  ab  ducibus. 

Anno  mille  nongenti  duodevigenti  revertit  domum.  Pecuniam  multam 
non  habuit  postquam  emit  habitas  novos.  Post  dies  paucos  discessit  ubi 
laborverat  ante.  Sed  repperit  non  operam.  Nemo  caruit  eo.  Adulescentes 
ceperant  eum  locum. 

Marcus  exspectavit  operam  tres  annos,  laborans  paulum  iam  et  turn. 

Ille  adulescentes  capient  militis  locum  operae?  Hie,  qui  fecit  multum 
patriae,  nonne  operam?     Quid  erit  suum  praemium? 

Sunt  multi  milites  similes  Marco. 

— D.  E.  F.,  '25. 


SECUNDUS  ADVENTUS  TUAE  IPSAE  ANIMAE  ! ! 

Visne  vivere  iterum  postquam  mortuus  eris?  Probabiliter  tua  anima  ad 
terram  veniet  post  tuam  mortem  circiter  mille  annis,  si  duxeris  bonam  vitam 
primo  tempore.  Sed  nihil  tua  interest  te  fuisse  optimum  civem — -necesse 
est  tuam  animam  magnopere  pollutam  esse.  Itaque  priusquam  advenies, 
te  purum  factum  esse*  aut  igni,  aut  vento,  aut  aqua,  oportet.  Ego  id  non 
dico  auctoritate  mea.  Si  mihi  non  credis,  vide  Aeneid  Vergili;  ipse  idem 
declarat. 

— E.  GAY,  '22. 


EXCHANGES 


Owing  to  lack  of  space  we  are  unable  to  publish  a  regular  exchange  depart- 
ment this  issue,  but  we  gratefully  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  the  "Durfee 
Hilltop,"  the  "Echo,"  the  "Periscope,"  the  "Gloucester  Beacon,"  and  the 
"Assembler." 


ALUMNI  NEWS 


The  Alumni  extend  their  hearty  congratulations  to  the  Class  of  '22  upon 
their  graduation. 

Jimmie  Flaherty,  you'll  notice,  is  following  along  the  lines  of  his  ambition. 
The  Norwood  Press  Club  has  found  him  an  asset  to  their  nine  this  year. 

The  Class  of  '21  can  now  boast  of  a  real  class  baby,  which  is  more  than  a  few 
classes  back  can  do.  Baby  Pauline  Bertha  Seekins  is  the  proud  possessor  of 
that  title. 

The  engagement  of  Dorothy  Chapman,  '17,  to  Earl  Kenyon  has  been  an- 
nounced.    There's  nothing  slow  about  '17! 

Misses  Mary  Goodwin  and  Dorothy  Allen  of  '20  will  soon  graduate  from 
Crane  Normal  Institute  of  Music,  Potsdam,  N.  Y. 
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We  all  sympathize  with  the  Class  of  '17  in  their  loss  of  a  very  popular  and 
much  loved  friend  and  class  officer  by  the  death  of  Miss  May  Conley. 

Friends  of  Miss  Ruth  Kinney,  for  three  vears  a  member  of  '21,  will  be 
interested  to  know  that  she  is  completing  a  post  graduate  year  at  the  Madison 
Connecticut  High  School  and  is  considering  a  normal  course  for  next  year. 

We  saw  "Jud"  Thompson  treating  two  of  his  friends,  Wenzel  and  Meyers, 
to  a  spin  in  his  famous  "Rolls  Rough"  one  evening  lately.  This  was  the  first 
appearance  of  his  car  for  some  time. 

Speaking  of  cars,  have  you  seen  "Red"  McDonough  "knocking  them  dead" 
about  town  in  his  new  Hudson? 

We  always  knew  May  Murphy  and  Beatrice  Foster  were  patriotic — but 
still  the  attraction  of  a  uniform  is  a  feminine  weakness. 

Cynthia  Colburn  is  to  be  congratulated  upon  her  successful  graduation 
from  Boston  School  of  Domestic  Science.  Marion  Foren  also  will  graduate 
from  Chandler  Shorthand  School  in  a  few  weeks. 

The  Class  of  '19  is  planning  a  reunion  to  be  held  when  all  its  members  are 
home  for  summer  vacations. 

Ruth  Carlson,  '21,  is  home  from  Newton  Hospital  for  three  weeks1  vacation. 
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A  FOOL  OK  A  MEMO 

IT  was  eleven  o'clock  on  a  Monday  morning  and  Billy  Cavanaugh,  amateur 
detective,  was  out  for  his  morning  stroll.  With  his  hat  at  a  cocksure 
tilt  and  a  cigarette  stuck  at  a  provocative  angle,  he  was  at  peace  with  the 
world.  A  smile  was  on  his  lips  and  a  song  in  his  heart  for  he  was  going  to 
meet  the  most  wonderful  girl  in  the  world  at  the  Royal  Museum  in  just 
fifteen  minutes.  On  his  arrival  at  the  museum,  he  found  that  he  still  had 
ten  minutes  to  wait;  so  he  wandered  around  looking  at  the  different  curiosities, 
that  he  might  pass  the  time  more  easily. 

As  he  turned  the  corner,  his  attention  was  caught  by  a  man  who  was 
staring  fixedly  at  a  small  brass  idol  about  four  inches  high,  which,  was  the 
center  of  a  collection  of  Chinese  articles.  The  man  turned  and  started  per- 
ceptibly when  he  observed  Billy  watching  him;  but  he  soon  regained  com- 
posure and  he  walked  to  the  other  side  of  the  table  where  he  could  not  be 
seen  so  easily. 

Billy  soon  forgot  him  and  began  thinking  of  Elaine  of  the  blue  eyes  and 
the  blue-black  hair,  over  the  red  lips  that  turned  up  so  adorably  when  she 
smiled.  He  wondered  if  she  would  be  as  late  as  she  usually  was.  He  won- 
dered if  she  would  wear  the  little  blue  hat  he  liked  so  well  and  the  locket  he 
had  given  her.     Poor  Billy  was  very  much  in  love. 

Suddenly  a  door  slammed.  He  turned  to  see  the  man  whom  he  had  been 
watching  hurry  out.  He  dashed  over  to  the  table  where  the  man  had  been. 
It  was  just  as  he  thought.     The  idol  was  gone. 

The  detective  instinct  was  very  much  to  the  fore.  Elaine  was  forgotten. 
He  was  suddenly  transformed  from  a  happy  nonchalant  young  man  into  a 
sleuth  of  the  first  degree.  With  a  rush  and  a  tumble,  he  flew  through  the 
door  and  down  the  street,  just  in  time  to  see  the  stranger  board  a  trolley 
for  Chinatown.  Calling  a  cabby  he  promised  him  a  ten  dollar  tip  if  he  would 
trail  the  car.  So  they  started  after  the  trolley  bearing  the  man.  Billy 
pictured  himself  walking  up  to  the  stranger  and  saying — what  would  be  say 
anyway?  It  would  never  do  to  ask  the  man  for  the  idol.  No,  indeed.  He 
might  have  a  colleague  on  the  car  into  whose  possession  he  would  transfer 
the  idol.  He  would  just  follow  him  and  find  out  where  he  went  and  then  he 
would  call  up  the  police  and  give  them  a  description  of  the  thief. 

Thus  he  mused  until  the  driver  turned  and  informed  him  that  the  car 
had  stopped  and  two  men  were  getting  off.  Sure  enough,  there  was  his  man 
and  .the  car  had  stopped  right  in  the  heart  of  Chinatown. 

Paying  the  cabby,  he  alighted,  and  crossing  the  street  purchased  a  paper. 
He  hoped  that  the  man  had  not  noticed  him  as  he  passed  by  on  the  other  side. 
To  avoid  this  he  climbed  into  a  truck  until  the  man  was  well  down  the  street. 
But  he  waited  a  little  too  long,  for  when  he  got  out  the  man  was  nowhere  to 
be  seen. 

Cursing  his  ignorance,  he  strolled  down  a  few  blocks  and  stopped  in  front 
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of  an  antique  shop,  frankly  curious  at  the  things  he  saw  there.  Suddenly  a 
small  slide  at  the  rear  of  the  window  opened,  and  a  bonv,  yellow  hand  reached 
forward  and  placed  we'll  in  front — the  Chinese  Idol! 

Billy  rushed  to  the  nearest  shop  boasting  a  pay  station  and  called  up  the 
Chief  of  Police.  He  told  him  his  story  and  asked  if  the  museum  officials  had 
reported  the  loss  of  a  Chinese  Idol.  He  replied  that  he  had  heard  nothing 
about  it  but  would  find  out.  Calling  a  taxi  Billy  asked  to  be  driven  to  the 
Police  Station  as  fast  as  the  law  would  allow.  Upon  his  arrival,  he  found 
that  the  museum  manager  had  known  nothing  about  the  robber}',  but  upon 
investigation  reported  that  a  very  valuable  Chinese  Idol  was  missing. 

Billy  and  the  Chief  and  several  of  his  subordinates  jumped  into  the  De- 
partment Ford  and  flew  over  to  the  museum.  Billy  showed  them  where  he 
and  the  thief  had  been  standing.  In  pointing  out  the  different  positions,  he 
became  so  enthusiastic  that  he  dropped  his  pencil.  He  stooped  to  get  it  and 
lo!  there  lay  the  Chinese  Idol  just  where  it  had  rolled  after  being  knocked 
from  the  table. 

Just  then  two  officers  came  in,  bearing  between  them  a  man  whom  Billy 
instantly  recognized  as  the  supposed  thief.  Very  angrily  he  told  his  story. 
He  said  he  was  a  young  artist  interested  in  brass  working,  and  he  had  been 
hired  by  a  rich  woman  to  make  a  copy  of  the  Chinese  Idol.  When  it  was 
done  she  declared  it  was  not  like  the  oiiginal  and  she  would  not  take  it.  So 
he  took  it  to  the  museum  to  decide  for  himself  whether  or  not  it  was  like  the 
real  idol.  Not  being  able  to  see  anything  wrong  with  it,  he  decided  to  take 
it  to  an  antique  dealer  who  might  be  able  to  get  rid  of  it.  That  was  where  he 
was  taking  it  when  Billy  followed  him.  The  Chief  upon  hearing  his  story  de- 
cided to  let  him  go  and  so  they  all  went  out,  leaving  Billy  alone. 

Just  then  he  heard  a  very  sweetly  familiar  voice  say.  "Oh,  Billy,  I'm  so 
glad  you  waited,  but  truly  you  needn't  have."  Taking  her  by  the  arm  and 
leading  her  out,  he  replied,  "I'd  wait  forever  for  you  Elaine. " 

— KATHRYN  DEVINS,  '23. 


HiEKeinLtts  of  * 

PREMIER  THEATRE 


OPEN  AND  CLOSED  CARS 


PACKARD 

SINGLE  SIX 

Open  and  Closed  Models 


NORWOOD  BUICK  CO. 

Telephone  Xcnvood  181 
649  Washington  Street,  Norwood,  Mass. 


FRANK  A.  MORRILL 

Insurance  of  Every  Description 

BIGELOW  BLOCK,  NORWOOD 

Telephone  125  Xcnvocd 

FOR  THE  GRADUATE 

EASTMAN  KODAKS  AND 
BROWNIE  CAMERAS 


WATERMAN  FOUNTAIN"  PENS 


EVERSHARP  PENCILS 
CONKLIN  PENS  AND  PENCILS 

GARNER'S     PHARMACY 

Corner  Washington  and  Cottage  Streets 


Balfouur's    Bakery 


NORWOOD.  MASS. 


GIFTS  AND  PARTY  SUPPLIES 

Richardson   Artcraft   Shop 

712  WASHINGTON  STREET,  NORWOOD 

FRAMES  FOR  YOUR  DIPLOMAS 
$1.50 


Couch  Hammocks, 
Croquet  Sets,  Etc. 


BIGELOW  FURNITURE  CO. 


WASHINGTON  STREET,  NORWOOD 

CHARLES  MONTI 

Compliments  of 

Fruit    and    Confectionery 

Hartshorn's  Market 

Washington  Street 
Norwood 

Washington  Street 

BAY  STATE  TEA  AND 

BUTTER    CO. 

Compliments  of 

K.  T.  Barclay,  Manager 

GRANT'S   MARKET 

QUALITY  FIRST 

THAT'S  US! 

Folan  Block 

PARKER  HARDWARE  CO. 


NUF  SED" 


Where  vou  have  bot  vour 


HARDWARE 


for 


Parker  Hardware  Co.,  Norwood 


WHAT  YOU  BUY  AT  REGAN'S  IS  GOOD 


Are  You  Suffering  with  Well  Feet } 

NORFOLK  AGENT  FOR 

"Arch  Preserver  Shoe" 

for  Women.    Sizes  up  to  10,  AAA  to  D 

J.    W.    REGAN 

Norwood,  Mass. 


Ideal  Graduation  Gifts 


ONOTO  FOUNTAIN  PENS 

PARKER  FOUNTAIN  PENS 

WATERMAN'S  FOUNTAIN  PENS 

MOORE'S  FOUNTAIN  PENS 

ONOTO  INK  PENCILS 


SWITZER'S  PHARMACY 

NORWOOD,  MASS. 

PETERSON  BROS. 


SNAPPY 


SNAPPY 


G 
R 
A 
D 
U 
A 
T 
I 

O 
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STYLES 


STUDENTS 


Books  Bonoid  in  Hollisttoini  are 
66  Boned  to  Wear" 


McDffigtoini    B<a><o>k    QoA 


Ittaedaird  for  All  Kinds 


MamuafoctaFed  by 


olIistonMills 

Norwood  Mass. 


J. 

E.  MAHAR 

Horseshoeing  and 

The   Quality   Shop 

D.  F.  BECKWITH  &  CO. 

Blacksmithing 

Women's  and  Children's 

Washington  Street 

Furnishings 

Norwood 

Folan  Block,  Norwood 

GROWING  GIRL'S  "CORSET" 

For  the  girl  in  her  'teens  whose  slight  figure  needs  something 
less  confining  than  a  corset,  the 

BANDOBELT 

fills  the  requirements  of  fashion,  plus  perfect  freedom  and  com- 
fort. 

Fashioned  of  elastic   and  broche   and  moderatelv  priced  at 
33.50  to  36.50. 

LETT  CORSET  SHOP 

Telephone  Nor.  51575  705  Washington  Street,  Norwood 


Choice  Fruits,   Confectionery 
Ice  Cream,  Soda 

THE  GUILD  STREET 
FRUIT  STORE 

Adrian  Parlucci,  Prop. 


Compliments  of 

THE    JUST    RIGHT 
TAILORING  CO. 

Talbot  Block,  Norwood 


YOUR  SUMMER  TOGGERY 

is  not  complete  without  that  pretty  soft  sports  hat  that  can 
be  easily  packed  in  a  suit  case,  yet  always  suitable  for  any  oc- 
casion.    All  colors  and  reasonable  prices. 


SEARLE  HAT  SHOP 


Corner  Washing-ton  and  Dav  Streets 


Tel.  51575 


NORWOOD 
PRESS 


NORWOOD  SPECIALTY  SHOP 

L.  R.  FIREMAN,  Prop. 

Dry    Goods    and    Gent's    Furnishings 


502  WASHINGTON  STREET 


NORWOOD 


286  Devonshire  01  Doston  Mass. 

The  Highest  Quality  Athletic  Goods  Manufactured 

Catalogue  on  Request 

Ford 

The  Universal 

Car 

GEORGE  M.  LEPPER 


Authorized  Sale 
and  Service 


WASHINGTON  ST.,  NORWOOD 


BALBONFS  AUTO  EXPRESS 

A.  BALBONI 
690  Washington  Street,  Norwood 


Marston's  Express 

George  EL  Reid 

Norwood  Walpole 

E.  Walpole  Boston 

Norwood  Office,  2  Vernon  St. 
Telephone,  76-W 


Flaherty's  Men's  Shop 

An  up-to-date  line  of  Men's 

Furnishings  to  be  had  at 

moderate  prices 

EDWARD  A.  FLAHERTY 

644  Washington  St.,  Norwood 


D.  LANDRY 

HAIR  DRESSING  PARLOR 
Bobbed  Hair  a  Specialty 


WASHINGTON  STREET 


NORWOOD 


AMBROSE  PRESS,   Inc. 

Printers 


NORWOOD 


G.  F.  HOWES 


The    Day   Street  Jeweler 


Day  Street,  Norwood 


Norwood   Provision  Co. 

C.  H.  Brown  and  H.  C.  Rabs 

Fish,  Vegetables,  Fruit 
and  Groceries 

654  Washington  Street 

Norwood,  Mass. 
TELEPHONE  330 


WALTER  SMITH  &  SONS 

Mason  Contractors 


We  do  everything  Masons  do 
We  sell  everything  Masons  use. 


BROADWAY,  NORWOOD 


METCALF  AND  METCALF 

Phone  Norwood  315         Res.  276  Lenox  St. 

Next  Year 

Dealers  in  Antique  Furniture 
and  Historical  China 

ARGUE-NOT 

Fine      Cabinet      Work      and 

JUST 

Repairing 
7  Market  Street,  Norwood 

BUY!! 

(EnmpltmnttB  of 

2L  &  Inlman 


TOILET    ARTICLES 

INCLUDING 

PERFUMES,    TOILET    WATERS,    IMPORTED     AND 

DOMESTIC 


WINSOL  REMEDIES 

For  Sale  Here 

Old  Remedies  for  All  Ills 


A.   F.  BROWN  CO 

A.  F.  Brown,  Reg.  Phar. 
WASHINGTON  STREET,  NORWOOD 


MODERN  EQUIPMENT 


T  TP-TO-DATE    methods    and   efficient  management 
enables  this  bank  to  handle  private  and  family 
accounts  with  the   same  facility  that  it  does  the  ac- 
counts of  some  of  the  largest  commercial  enterprises. 


Cordial  welcome  is  extended  to  all  to  come  in  and 
talk  over  the  desirability  of  opening  an  account  here. 


The  Norwood  Trust  Co, 

Mass. 


REAL  ESTATE  MORTGAGES 

CARROLL  H.  WOODS 

N.  H.  S.  '08 

INSURANCE 
of  All  Kinds 

601  WASHINGTON  STREET,  NORWOOD,  MASS. 

A  Victrola  and  Victor  Records 


Are  Essential  to 
a  High  School 
Education   .   .    . 


NORWOOD  FURNITURE  CO.,  Agents 


GRADUATION  CLOTHES 
$25  $27*50  $3(0  to  $60 


TAILORED    BY 


Hart9  Schaffiher  &  Marx 
Adlkp's  Collegian  Style 


ORENT  BROS., 

Home  of  Hart,  Schaffner  &  Marx 

NORWOOD  N.  ATTLEBORO 


